me savage and morose. I had still no idea of the relations of
human beings to one another; I had learned no word of that
philosophy which comes to the children of the poor in the
struggle of the street and to the children of the well-to-do in
the clash of the nursery. In other words, I had no humanity; I
had been carefully shielded from the chance of'catching' it, as
though it were the most dangerous of microbes. But now that
I had enjoyed a little of the common experience of childhood,
a great change had come upon me. Before 1 went to Clifton,
my mental life was all interior, a rack of baseless dream upon
dream. But now, I was eager to look out of the window, to go
out in the streets; I was taken with a curiosity about human
life. Even, from my vantage of the window-pane, I watched
boys and girls go by with an interest which began to be almost
wistful.

Still I continued to have no young companions. But on
summer evenings I used to drag my Father out, taking the
initiative myself, stamping in playful impatience at his irresolu-
tion, fetching his hat and stick, and waiting. We used to sally
forth at last together, hand in hand, descending the Caledonian
Road, with all its shops, as far as Mother Shipton, or else
winding among the semi-genteel squares and terraces westward
by Copenhagen Street, or, best of all, mounting to the Regent's
Canal, where we paused to lean over the bridge and watch
flotillas of ducks steer under us, or little white dogs dash,
impotently furious, from stem to stern of the great, lazy barges
painted in a crude vehemence of vermilion and azure. These
were happy hours, when the spectre of Religion ceased to
overshadow us for a little while, when my Father forgot the
Apocalypse and dropped his austere phraseology, and when
our bass and treble voices used to ring out together over some
foolish little jest or some mirthful recollection of his past ex-
periences. Little soft oases these, in the hard desert of our sandy
spiritual life at home.

There was an unbending, too, when we used to sing to-
gether, in my case very tunelessly. I had inherited a plentiful
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